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with his powerful voice yelled, "Commmpannnnnnnie
Preeeezent Arms/*
Thuck! The British-controlled Indian Army clicked
like a machine.
I wondered at the time what would happen if war
ever broke out and Timmy, charming as he was, had
to go to a real war. He was so spick and span, he always
gave one the impression that he had joined the army
just to keep fit for his tennis.
Those were the days when no one took an Indian
army officer seriously; the army in India was regarded
as somewhat of*a joke, a pastime for those of our men
who would otherwise have been unemployed.
These soldiers often came to my father's home, for
we kept open house. Without any notice, two or three
of them would drive up the garden in Timmy's red
Lancia and hoot.
"Can we come in?" they would ask. "Can we stay
to dinner? Will the dinner stretch?"
They were always welcome, for such was the atmos-
phere of our home wherever it was. It was humble but
hospitable. No one ever forgot its friendliness, its lack
of formality and its youthful atmosphere.
We used to rag Timmy, saying his job was only to
fire dud salutes for a lot of bogus English and Oriental
gentlemen, for Timmy was in charge of the battery at
Madras. My sister challenged him one day to fire a
salute for her as she was leaving by train on a short
holiday. Timmy accepted the challenge. As her train
was about to leave, the guns roared in salute. Timmy
had ordered special practice at that hour.
When war broke out, Timmy was a major. Burma
gave him the opportunity which his peacetime job did
not. He rose quickly till one day, due to the exigencies